DAUGHTERS   OF   QUEEN   VICTORIA

picked up unconscious. No bones were broken, and
at first it was hoped that he was not seriously hurt.
All day his mother watched by him, but bleeding
on the brain had set in, and in the evening, before
her husband returned, the child died.1

Princess Louis never got over the shock. There
were times when she realised that Frittie had been
spared the physical perils and suffering that, had he
lived, must always have been his ; and now she
would cherish till her life's end the image of his
flower-like brightness and his love. She tried to
make a friend and a dedication of her grief, to fuse
it with her love for her dead child, so that it became
part of love and part of him, not an agony despairing
and separate. Yet she shrank from all that reminded
her too poignantly of him. For months after his
death she could not touch her piano, for that brought
back to her the memory of those baby hands which
used to pull hers off the keys, when Frittie wanted
her to play with him ; and when spring came round
again the sight of the early snowdrops wrung her
heart, for Frittie loved them. Like her mother, she,
only yet thirty, associated with her loss the common
sights and sounds of every day, and each hour
renewed her loneliness. But she was resolved from
the first not to allow her life to become barren and
withdrawn or her grief to render her remiss in
answering its calls. Life was so short in any case,
and she resumed all her work again: the days passed
more quickly if she was busy for others. And she
devoted herself more closely to the children who were

1 Ibid., p. 36.
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